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Sidonie wanted to see him. Surely it would
be possible for him to make a trip? She was in
great distress and needed a friend, heavily under-
lined, because she was one of those people who
are always so emphatic.

For a moment he wondered if this were some
fool's errand, she was an impetuous little person,
and once before had sent him scuttling across
the Channel only because a love affair had gone
wrong, and she had to protest that she would die
without Guilliame, and would he please do some-
thing to bring Guilliame back to her side. Then,
reading more carefully, he came to the conclu-
sion that this time she really was anxious, and
he went at once.

He found her obviously ill. She had changed
her gay apartment with the peach-organdi frilled
curtains, and the impertinent little window boxes
which brimmed with pink geraniums and smilax
fern, and she was living in a poorer back street.
He had noticed as he passed down the main
street that her name was no longer outside the
theatre, but he had merely thought perhaps she
was rehearing for a new play.

Now he round her in a cheaper street, with a
seedy-looking room, and dingy curtains, and some-
thing about the furniture that depressed him. It
was poor. It was not the kind or setting that he
always imagined for Sidonie.

"What is it?" he asked.

For a litde while she would not tell him. Then
she coafessed the truth. There had been a lover.
Always before she had loved where there was
money or where there was the chance of fame.